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" Only another ten pound, about, sir."
" I can let you have that."
" Oh ! thank you ; but it's not that—I can easy earn
it—I've got used to it; a few more days don't matter."
" But how are you going to account for having the
money ? "
" Say I won it bettinV
" Thin I " said Michael. " Look here ! Say you came
to me and I advanced it. If Bicket repays it from Aus-
tralia, I can always put it to your credit again at a bank
out there. I've got you into a hole, in a way, and I'd like
to get you out of it."
" Oh ! no, sir; you did me a service. I don't want to
put you about, telling falsehoods for me."
" It won't worry me a bit, Mrs. Bicket. I can lie to the
umteenth when there's no harm in it. The great thing for
you is to get away sharp. Are there many other pictures
of you ? "
" Oh ! yes, a lot—not that you'd recognise them, I think,
they're so square and funny."
" Ah ! well—Aubrey Greene has got you to the life ! "
" Yes ;  it's like me all over, Tony says."
" Quite. Well, I'll speak to Aubrey, I shall be seeing
him at lunch. Here's the ten pounds ! That's agreed,
then ? You came to me to-day—see ? Say you had a
brain wave. I quite understand the whole thing. You'd
do a lot for him ; and he'd do a lot for you. It's all right—
don't cry! "
Victorine swallowed violently. Her hand in the worn
glove returned his squeeze.
" Fd tell him to-night, if I were you," said Michael,
" and I'll get ready."
When she had gone he thought: * Hope Bicket won't
think I received value for that sixty pounds ! * And,

